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"Send Mr. Harding in."
The managing editor irritably

fopped the speaking-tube- , and
to himself:

"Why in the world couldn t those
thersome Cresson operatives have
ken some other time to air their

I The managing editor did not mean
p be unreasonable, but he did wish
iat the employees of the great Cres-lo- n

cotton mills had not chosen for
heir strike a time when every news
ildr was overcrowding the paper,

d when an unusually active politi- -
I1 campaign was beginning.
Millions of dollars were invested in

$e Cresson manufactories, and the
Jills had been compelled to shut
pwn in a day. Hard as the situa-fo- n

was for the mill owners, the
janaging editor felt that it was
arder still for the newspaper to be
impelled to send away one of its
est men just at this time.
He drew his hand wearily across

lis forehead with thegestureofa man
i'hose brain is overworked.
' At this moment an alert and very
ctive young man, scarcely more
ian a boy, clear-eye- d and frank in

pearance, looked in at the door.
'Come in, Mr. Harding. I shall
ve to send you on special work,

fhose everlasting spinners and weav-
es at Cresson have struck. I want

)u to reach the ground by the first
tain tomorrow morning. You
now upon such a matter it won't

for the Magnet to be beaten, and
needn't tell you that the Magnet
ants the whole truth about it.

that's one reason why I send 3'ou."
J "Thank you, sir. I shall be glad
o go."

I II put some one else on that
latter 01 Colonel uenson s candi--
lacy in tne tentn district. Anu,
Harding"
i "Yes ?

I "Return tomorrow night if you
:pn. If you cannot, stay over ; see it

rough if it takes a month."fHarding was lull of enthusiasm in

ts work. He exulted boyishly in
important assignment thus com-

mitted to him, for he knew that a
ood performance of such a duty

A'ould contribute to his advance-
ment.
k When the Daily Magnet's special
iprrespondent alighted from the
aorning express in the city of Cres-p- n

thelooms and spindles were idle;
:he mill yards were deserted save by
the policeman detailed to guard the
property there ; agents and officials
were in close consultation in the
offices and counting rooms; angry
nd discontented operatives were

gathered around the street corners.
I All that day Harding went from
place to place, winningtheconfidence
pf the mill managers by his frank
pnd gentlemanly bearing, and that
pf the leaders of the strike by his evi-

dent fairness and desire to get the
ixact truth.
I He found that he could return on
fie evening express; and when he
Jook the train at quarter past seven,
jis report of the matter was already
Nearly completed.
I Under the dim car-ligh- ts he scrib-
bled on industriously, sure of a tri-jmp- h.

The other newspapers, he
ad found, were depending upon in-

efficient local correspondents for
heir accounts of the matter.

IThe train rushed through the
darkness. The sparks swept

ack from the throbbing engine in
iolden showers, like the tail of a
3omet, and the cinders rattled noisi--y

against the windows. Harding
forked on, concentrating all his en-
ergy upon the making of a graphic
Iccount of the strike.

The lights of the town of Benton
Were shining, only two or three miles
listant, along a straight level streteh
f track just in advance, when the

whistle sounded a wild, shrill note of
ilarm. Then came a shock, a crash,
he splitting and shattering of tim

bers, the snapping of iron and steel,
nd above all other sounds the cries

df human agony.
I 1 The express train with its burden
of people, crushed, mangled, impris-
oned, dead or dying, lay piled upon
he track, a ghastly wreck in the

lummer night.
s It was the old story. Some one
Jhad blundered, and the fruits of the
blunder were reaped in human lives.
The train had been carried by an im
properly set switch upon a sidetrack,
and the express had been heaped, in
fragments, upon a row of laden flat
cars.

Tom Harding was stunned by a
broken timber, but only for a mo-
ment. He aroused himself with a half
dazed consciousness that he had work
to do; and with the sudden awak-
ening to the realities of the situation
ie became aware that his legs were
o pinioned that he could not move,

ind that pains were darting through
his body unaccountable painsgrow-in- g

constantly more intense.
A He moved slightly, and would
liave cried out, but that the piercing
Icreams about him kept him still
from very shame. His nervous
grasp tightened on the note-boo- k

land pencil which he still held in his
land.

Men approached with lanterns.
:Ie called to them, and they came and
elieved the pressure about his legs,
vaiting for him to climb out of the
vreck.
"I don't know what's the matter,"

be said painfully, "but I'm hurt
omewhere. I can't move alone.
iVill you help me?"

He was raised and laid at one side
fipon the ground wet with dew. A
flask was held to his lips, and a
swallow from it revived his strength.

"Where are we ?' 'he said, Is
here a telegraph office near?"

One of the men, who had remained
for a minute beside him to see what
care he might need, answered:

"This is Benton near by."
"I must get a dispatch to the oper-

ator quick. It is of the utmost im-

portance."
"I'd make it short. He'll be busy

enough to night. Here!" the man
called to a boy from a neighboring
farmhouse. "My boy.you can make
yourself useful. Here's a man who's
been hurt, and wants to send a tele-
gram. There'll be other errands you
can do in town. The men are all
needed here."

The boy, his face white and his eyes
big with horror at the scenes around
him, came and stood by Tom, who
had written the directions with diff-
iculty, and was tearing the leaves
from his note book. Handing them
to the boy he said :

"Tell the operator to send all he
can of this before half-pa- st two
o'clock sure." Then he added,
"Wait," and wrote hurried';

"The south-boun- d express, leaving
Cresson at a quarter-pas- t seven,
struck a freight train just north of
Benton this evening at nine o'clock,
and was completely wrecked.'- -

A physician approached and
stopped to look at Harding.

"Are 3'ou badly hurt?" he asked.
"I don't seem to be hurt external-I3',- "

but sharp pains keep shooting
through my body, and Ican'tmove."

The plvysician, grave and compas-
sionate, knelt, and with skillful touch
examined the young man. He asked
a few questions, and shook his head
sadly. The eager, brave young face,
drawn with pain, interested and
touched him.

Meanwhile Tom had made a few
rapid inquiries of the doctor about
the disaster, jotting them down to
fill his dispatch. He thensaid quietly.
ly:

"How is it with me, doctor?"
"Can you bear the truth?" asked

the physician.
"Do you mean that I am going?

Yes, I can bear it. How soon?"
"Very soon, I fear."
"Doctor, my name is Harding

Thomas Harding. I am a reporter
for the Daily Magnet. I was on my
way to the city with an account of
the labor troubles at Cresson. It
must be in the Magnet office before
half-pa- st two. Here I scribbled a
story of this accident. You've given
me nearly everything but the names
of the dead and wounded I can't
get those. Doctor, will you see that
my paper has those names? Can I
trouble you so much ? I can't fail my
paper now ."

Dr. May knew that he had a night
of anxious work before him, but he
could not refuse the pleading look in
the boy's white face. The request,
conveyed in these words, wrung out
of suffering, appearing so singular
and extraordinary and spoken rapid-
ly, as by one whose life was short
and whose work was very impor-
tant, moved him greatly.

"Yes", said the physician, "I will
seethat it is done."

"Oh, thank you, doctorl" Hard-
ing's voice had almost a ring of tri
umph in it. Your name is

"May"
Tom added a few lines to his dis-

patch.
"Can't get list of killed and wound-

ed. Doctor May will send it. This
is my last dispatch. Tell mother..
Good-b- y Harding."

As the boy took the finished
dispatch, Harding said :

"Tell the operator I have left mon-
ey with Doctor May to pay for rush-
ing this through. The Magnet will
give anything for these stories."

The doctor added a word to the
boy, and hurried him off through the
darkness.

"Doctor, you will find in my pock-etboo- k

money enough to meet all my
expenses, lake it and pay what
should be paid. Never mind about
me. Others need you more. I
couldn't do anything else just now
I might as well do the best I could
for my paper."

Harding's voice had sunk almost
to a whisper, and he caught his
breath painfully. Then his breath
faltered, and died away altogether.

The work of caring for the wound-
ed and dying went on around Tom's
body, now left alone.

It was two o'clock in the morning
in the office of the Magnet. The roll
of the ponderous trucks overhead
told that the first forms were being
rushed down to the stereotyping
room.

The telegraph editor laid aside the
last tiresome sheet of type-writte- n

tissue paper, and looking through the
window between his own and the
telegraph room, asked if nothing
had been heard from Cresson a
question he had asked several times
in the last hour.

The managing editor came in with
a worried look on his face.

"Nothing from Cresson?" he said.
"What can be thematter with Hard-
ing? If he were not coming back to-
night he would have wired long ago;
and if he were coming, he would have
been here before now."

Just then the night city editor
brought word that the "night local
man" on his round had learned at
the Brainerd & Cresson station of a
bad accident to the express due just
before midnight.

"Send down at once for particu-
lars," said the managing editor.

"I have sent," replied the night
city editor.

"Hold the wire open till the last
minute," was the managing editor's
next order. "Harding will be heard
from yet."

Just then came the call on the tele-
graph instrument. The operator
answered and, began to write. The
managing editor leaned eagerly over
his shoulder.

Dated at Benton? What did it
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mean? It appeared to be Harding's
account of the Cresson strike.

Page after page "came rapidly from
under the operator's hand. The
story was vivid, .graphic and com-
plete.

The three editors read it rapidly,
seut it sheet ;jy sheet to the c mpos-in- g

room. At last the signature was
reached.

"It will be a beat!" exclaimed the
managing editor.

"Probably Tom was stopped by
the accident, and had to send his
story from Benton," suggested the
city editor.

"But the click of the instrument
had begun again.

"Benton, July 14. The south-
ward bound express, leaving Cresson
at a quarter-pas-t seven, struck a
freight train just north of Benton
and was completely wrecked this
evening at nine o'clock."

Then followed the brief but vivid
story of the accident, read eagerly
and anxiously by the strong men
who stood around the operator.

"Another beat !" exclaimed the tel-
egraph editor and then stopped, for
the last page was reached.

The operator had grown white,
and his hand twitched nervously as
he laid down his pen and touched
the key. The managing editor was
the first to read the sheet, with the
ink still wet on the brave words.

"Can't get list killed and wounded.
Doctor May will send it. This is my
last dispatch. Tell mother. Good-
bye. Harding."

The managing editor dropped the
sheet and turned away.

The Magnet that morning contain-
ed two special dispatches which at-
tracted extraordinary attention.
Contrary to the usual custom of the
paper, both of these bore signatures,
and in each case the name signed
was that of Thomas Harding.

Above the telegram telling the
story of the disaster, first in the
death-ro- ll that was anxiously
scanned by so many eres, stood the
name of Thomas Harding, reporter.

That was all ; but the world soon
learned the story. E. A. Start in
Youth's Companion.

ALL SORTS.

This Time of the Year.
Purify your blood. If the stomach,
Bowels, Liver and Kidneys perform
properly their functions the blood must
be pure and rich. Mrs. Annie Barton,
Catskill, N. Y., says Dr. David Kennedy's
Favorite Remedy is the best medicine
known for nurifvinsr the blood, for it
cured my husband of running Ulcers of
the leg when skilled physicians failed to
do him any good.

Mme. Patti visited the White House
recently, merely to inspect that mansion,
and upon her own invitation. She wrote
to the president requesting the privilege.
A big handful of choice flowers from the
White House conservatories was offered
her as a souvenir.

Cure For Croup. Use Dr. Thomas'
Eclectic Oil according to directions. It
is the best remedv for all sudden attacks
of colds, pain and inflammation, and in-

juries.
Reports from the state of Georgia in

dicate that the watermelon acreage this
3rear is about 10,000. At the usual aver
age the total product will be about 9000
car loads.

Dr. Wood's Norway Pine Syrup was
used for years as a prescription by a suc-
cessful physician. It is in all respects the
best cough medicine made to-da- y. Sold
by all dealers on a guarantee of satisfac-
tion.

The stockmen of South Dakota have
recently imported from Tennesee a num-
ber of Russian wolfhounds to help in the
extermination of wolves, which have of
late been killing numbers of calves and
colts.

New Advertisements.
Scrofula and its Evil Overcome andfjife iTIade a Blessing.

This disease manifests itself on the surface
in the form of Ulcers, Sores, Abscesses, Car-
buncles, Boils and Glandular swellings. In-
dividuals with a scrofulous constitution are
troubled with inflammation of the eyelids
and nostrils, all sorts of sores and ulcers,
diseases of the glands, swellings in the neck,
throat and limbs, tumors, and cancers of
every description which are directly trace-
able to an impure state of the blood. You
can secure a return to perfect health by the
use of Dr. David Kennedy's Favorite Remedy,
for it purifies the blood, regulates the liver,
kidneys and bowels, and tones and strength-
ens the entire system. Mrs. Belinda Hodson,
of Haverhill, N. H., says that a small pimple
or sore appeared on her leg and it kept grow-
ing until it was an ulcer that diseased the
bone and caused untold suffering and misery.
She tried numbers of cures and with-
out avail, and when about to give up in
despair of ever having it healed, she was
finally entreated to use Dr. David Kennedy's
Favorite Remedy, made at Rondout, N. Y.,
and it afforded her relief at once, and finally
entirely cured her.

SalesmeM
To canvas for sale of Nursery Stock. Steady
employment guaranteed. Salary and ex-
penses paid. Outfit free.

F. W. CHASE, Angnala, Maine.

Get Your Wedding Stationery

At The Caledonian Office.

Gold Medal, Paris, 1878
W. BAKER & CO'S
W. BAKER & CO'S

BREAKFAST COCOA
BAKER'S BREAKFAST COCOA
BAKER'S From which the excess of oil
BAKER'S has been removed.BAKER'S Is absolutely pure and it is

soluble.
NO CHEMICALS

BREAKFAST NO CHEMICALS
BREAKFAST are used in its nrenaration.BREAKFAST It has more than three times
BREAKFAST the strength of Cocoa mixedwith Starch. Arrowroot nr

Sugar, and is therefore farCOCOA. more economical, costing less
COCOA. than one cent a cup. It is de-

licious,COCOA. nourishing, strengthen-ing.COCOA. Easily Digested, and ad-
mirably adapted for invalidsas well as persons in health.

Sold by Grocers Every where.
W. BAKER & CO.. DORCHESTER, MASS

Easiness Cards.

J. E. TINKER,
Jeweler,

Danvi:ie. Vermont.
A. J. BATCH ELDER,

Plain and Fancy Sign and Carriage
fainting.

Shop rear of Odd Hollow's Block. (Entrance
on Portland St.) Enquire at C. A. Calder-wood'-t,

93 Raih-oa- j St., St. Johnsbury, Vt.

HENRY O. CUSHMAN,
Atlnrney at Law,

Room 914, 53 State St., Boston, Mass.
Prompt and careful attention given to

collections.

IDE & QUIMBY,
Attorneys and Counsellors at Law,

Over Savings Bank, Main St., St. Johnsb'y.
WENDELL P. STAFFORD,

Attorney at Law,
Bank Block, over Post Office, St. Johnsbury.

F. B. SNELLINC,
Photographer,

Lyndonville, - - Vermont.
Instantaneous Process Used.

ANNIE B. DANIELS,
Teacher of Piano, Voice and Organ.

Pianos and Organs tuned and repaired.
4-- Spring Street, - St. Johnsbury.

O. V. HOOKER & SON,
Machinists.

Piping and Steam Engine Repairing.
M'f's Board Mills. Jobbing a Specialty.

Mill Street. St. Johnsbury.
DR. E. B. EDCERS,

dSraduate Dentist.
Office, Elm St., Lyndonville, Vt.

Special attention paid to the preservation
of natural teeth.

DR. C. F. O. TINKER
Dentist.

Office over Bingham's Drug Store.
A. D. ROWELL

(Successor to Howard & Rowell.)
Watches, Jewelry, Books, Stationery.
Cor. Main St. and Eastern Av., St. Johnsbury

C. H. CROSS,
linker and Confectioner,

Main Street, St. Johnsbury.
BATES & MAY,
Attorneys at Law,

59 Eastern Ave. St. Fohnsbury.
DR. C. F. CHENEY,

Dentist,
Room 1, Union Block, - St. Johnsbury.

PARK & BARRETT,
Manufacturer of Pure Ground Bone for

Fertilizer, Cattle and Poultry.
58 Railroad St., St. Johnsbury, Vt.

W. C. WARNER,
Watchmaker and Jeweler,

E-F- ine Watch Work a Specialty.
' 53 Eastern Avenue, - St. Johnsbury.

DANIEL THOMPSON,
(General Machinist,

St Johnsbury. ' Jobbing done to order.
S. T. BROOKS, M. D. ,

: Practicing Physician and Surgeon,
Office at residence, opp. Bakery, St. Johnsb'y.

C. C. BINGHAM,
Druggist and Pharmacist,

5 Bank Block, Main St., St. Johnsbury.
JOSEPH L. PERKINS,

Dentist.
Caledonian Block, up stairs, St. Johnsbury,

A. J. ROT.
BARBER.

First class hair cutting and shaving. Ladies
and children's work will receive special and
courteous attention. Shop in Gauthier's
Block.
61 Eastern Ave.. - St. Johnsbury

HASTINGS
THE PHOTOGRAPHER
146 Tremont St.. Boston. Opposite West
street gate, Boston Common. Silver medal
1881, gold medal 1887, Massachusetts Me-
chanics Charitable Association, Grand prize
and bronze medal Washington, lsyu.

C. BRICAULT, D. V. S.
Veterinary Surgeon.

Graduate and Medalist of the Montreal
Veterinary School. Bachelor of veterinary
science of Laval University, Montreal. Late
Surgeon to the Montreal Veterinary Hos
pital. Office at the Avenue House Block, 56
Railroad St., St. Johnsbury, Vt.

2.50
Buys a Fine Dongola

sHOE
In Opera and Common Sense Toe

Something that is right, and every

pair warranted. Ladies are invit

ed to inspect them at

0. S. ABBOTT'S,

67 Railroad Street.

Have You Seen
--THl

BURLINGTON WEEKLY

FREE PRESS

Since it was enlarged to twelve cages
A week? It is much improved by the change.

we auu who mc rrct tress, DOtn paper, i ui
IZ.1U a year.

Weflffer the Following Lots

Until all Sold.

21 shades Bedford cords, regular $1.00 goods,
4 Doz. ladies' sun umbrellas worth $2.50,
50 pairs Nottingham lace curtains 3 ft. by 8 ft.,
1 case summer styles dress prints, per
40 best Holland window shades, each
62 dozen ladies' fast black cotton hose, per pair,
200 yards 45 in. flouncing for

$ .75

.39

.05

.25

1 50 in. black India twill, per yard, $1.00
14 pieces 24 in. plushes, fancy colors, .79
1 lot regular $1.00 corsets, .69
Several pieces all wool carpets, .57 1- -2

Our entire stock of misses' and children's shoes at cost.
50 dozen ladies' linen and handkerchiefs, hemstitched, plain and.
Mexican, worth 25, 33 and 37 cents, 19 each, $2.00 per doz.

This is less than they

2.00

piece

lawn
cents

OUR GENERAL STOCK

OF DRESS GOODS,

laces, trimmings, hamburgs, hosiery, domestic carpets, curtains and
wall papers is open to the closest scrutiny. We feel confident that
critical comparison will aid rather than harm. We are making special
figures on

LADIES' GOSSAMERS
Call in and

LOUGEEBRO

has gone, but

is still to be found at

26 Eastern Ave., St.

yard,

7, 10, 12 1- -2 cts.
50, 62 1-- 2, 75 cts. per yard.

cost to

get the

I.OUIS X. BBAVDOIN
Is now ready to take orders for tree planting.
All sizes in maples and elms suitable fortransplanting can be furnished at fair prices.
All kinds of garden work attended to in sea-
son, lawns trimmed, seeds plan ted, flower bed
made. Have a complete set of improved
tools for doing such work, and will guaran-
tee satisfaction to anyone intrusting to my
care their lawn or garden. Have had ten
years experience at Underclyffe, the residence
of Col. Fairbanks'. Lawn mowers repaired
and set in order at a moderate charge. Will
take jobs by the hour or season. Address to
box 189 or 123 Railroad St.,

St. Johnsbury, Vt.
OBDEB KABLTi

&

64 R. R. St.

J.C.

Johnsbury.

manufacture.

story.

1YTHE.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

WANTED.

Coat, Vest Pant Makers

For Our Spring Trade.
None but First-cla- ss Need

Apply.

E. C. BROOKS.

Fashionable Tailor,

CHICKER1NG

SPAULDINC,

"The Photographer,"


